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SLOPERIAN MUSIC AT FOLKESTONE. 


_ _“ Seaside expenditure is playiny havoc with Poor Pa’s exchequer, and lately he has been in a chronic state of stony brokenness. So serious is his condition, 
in fuct, that even Folkestone’s champion whelk purveyor, with whom, in previous years, Pupa has been on terms of great intimacy, refuses credit. Tu a proud 
nature like Pa’s, this state of things is extremely galling, so, with an energy worthy of a beller cause, we find him oof gathering, as he terms it, by the medium 
uf a most horrible looking organ. Folkestonites generally do not seem to appreciate Poor Pa’s efforts to entertain them, and unpleasantness prevails.’—'Tootsie. 
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WHEN Amy Duny and Rose Cullenden, two poor, friends 
less, miserable women, were being tried for witcheraft, in 
1662, before Lord Chief Baron Hale and other Jearned 
judges, Wiseacre Hale observed to the jury that “there 
were such creatures as witches, he made no doubt at all; | 
for, firstly, the Scriptures had aftirmed so much ; secondly, 
the wisdom of all nations had provided Jaws against such 
persons, which is an argument of their contidence of such a 
crime.” 

Several children and young women, it was alleged, lad 
fallen under the witch's baneful spells. Some had had tits, 
one lockjaw, another had vomited pins, and one atwopenny 
nail with a broad head. This famous neil aud some of the 
pins were brought into court, and created a profound sensa- 
tion, 

Some of the bewitched were too ill to come into court; 
and one Elizabeth Paey, aged eleven, was carried thither, 
“but could not speak a word all the time, and, fer the most 
part, she remained as one wholly senseless. asia inadeep 

| sleep, and could move no part of her body, and ail the 
motion of life that appeared in her was that as she lay upou 
cushions in the court upon her back, her body. when she 
took along breath, would bow upwards with her head aud 
heels only resting on the table below.” 

The account goes on tosay that “after Elizabeth bod lain 
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Pea then, Jack, it isn't often we get a chance for 
_ inthe briny, Off with your shees and socks, 
it come.” Bring them with you? Certainly 
‘te MLL interfere with ‘em; everyone is— 


“ Honest at the seasidc. Jumping Moses! what's this Reach the beach, “I believe the sea water has 
—n wave? Looks and feels more like an avalanche. affected my eves. I can't see our shoes anywhere.” 
Where are vou going out ? All rivht.old man, 'm with “Affected your eyes be hlowed !" screamed Bill. * Blow ; ; re 
you!” “Say, Bill,” queth Jack, as they once more— — me if they ain't walked away of their own accord!" along white on the table in the court, she came a Het 


herself, but could neither see nor speak, but was sensible of what 
was said to her, and, after awhile, she lay her head upon the bar of 
the court with a cushion under it, and her hand and apron upon 
that, and there she lay a good space of time.” , 

‘Again, * By the direction of the judge, Amy Duny was privately 
brought to Elizabeth, and she touched her hand, whereupon the 
chiid. without so much as eeeing her, for her eyes were closed all 
the while, suddenly leaped up and catched Amy Duny by the hand 
and afterwards by the face, and with her nails scratched her till 
blood came, and would by no means leave her till she was taken 
from her, and afterwards the child would still be pressing towards 
her and making signs of anger conceived against her.” 

Some sensible gentlemen in court raised objections to this mon- 
strous behaviour, and clearly showed that the girl's fits were 
shammed, but to no avail. The evidence so far was against Amy 
Duny, but quite a crowd of fools or knaves appeared against Rose 
Cuilenden, One witness had with his cart wrenched the window 
half out of the old woman's house, She had flown in a rage and 
screamed out a lot of nonsense. The cart, in consequence, was 
bewitched, and broke down that very day. Another man’s horse 
and cart broke down a part of her house. She threatened his 
cattle, Sure enough his horses died, and his sows, when they had 
“ pigged, the pigs would leap and caper, and immediately fall down 
and die.” 

That, after such terrible and clearly proved charges, the witches 
were hanged you may take for granted. 

. ° « « « a 
LATEST FROM THE KYDDERIES. 

the pirait e sai lif is indifrense too him, an av show uss—me an 
taters a poundd off diner might rap upp in paiper e ave sai iff you 
dout me unrap the paiper an appli a mattch itt wil cote warls witth 
your remanes, e sai js ultipomatum is too an sicks. if evelinee er 
savins bocks is hemptee we are lors, . . . orrer!!!! 

(Next week, An Honourable Man.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——= 
*," Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough.to centain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Can't be managed, WILLIE ARNOLD, You are liable to fine; 
Thanks for nformation, Cissy; Yes, JIM, 1889. You can call and 
see them, SYOCKTON, They are urnally on view; Fancy that, A 
COUNTRY READER, We thought ev'rybody knew, Very glad, A 
SILVER MINER, That you get your “SLOPER” now ; Lite must 
have been blank without it, Surry, KM ; we don't know how, Send 
aformai notice, TENANT ; Pay your six-and-right pence,C MEEK ; We 
would wellingly inform you, But our law's a trifle weak, 'Twould 
be only fair, F. SARROW, Sorry that we cannot help ; Out of print, 
A BuxOM BARMAID; Certainly you may, MISS PHELP. Quite se, 
FoND ADMIRER, SLOPER'S Visiding your town, you see ; Scandalous, 
A Brixton Voter, What such things should really be. It'sa 
int on which Miss SIMMONS Cannot lay too great a stress; We 
have tried them, G. F, HOLLINGS, But with very poor success. 

——— 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-free : 
8 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months. 6s. 6d 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THe SLOPERIES,’ 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
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PARIS. 
On sale ct all Kiosques and Bovksciters', at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
VARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


£150 


will be paid to the next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to meet 
wth his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Aengdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLoverR's TLALF-HOLIDAY” be Found wyon the Deceased at the 
tame of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER’S HALF - HOLIDAY” is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn. 
ing at 8 w'elock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
teme, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
ge 
Youthful Masher. Made up? nonsense! Use cosmetics? bosh ! 
I tell you, she’s the most charming woman I know; I've halfa 
mind to propose to her to-morrow. She's as beautiful as a butter- 


tly. 
“Elderly Masher, A butterfly,eh! Ah! she is so,1 grant you— 
a yinted lady. aad 


We'vE all heard of both a dog's and poet's licence, and the soul- 
less wretch who edits this base rag says there is another little 
matter in connection with dogs and rhymesters which has fre- 
quently struck him with considerable force, Both breeds want 
muzzliug. e¢ 

* 


It’s hard upon the ladies, who, of course, must never swear, 
However great may be the provocation, 
That they haven't gota word which will relieve their feelings'more 
Than the very inexpre<sive, “ Botheration !"” 
Aaa 


* 

The Squire. Pale, do L look? Ah! T don't wonder at it. I'm 
thoroughly upset. My rascally son has bolted—yes, bolted, sir, 
Skipped off to London, and married without my permission. 

The Parson, Alas! my dear sir, Alas! 

The Squire (exasperatedly). A lass? Damme! of course it was 
a lass. D'ye suppose the Jad would ruu away with his grand- 
mother? * 


Alice (who is describing her late shopping tour to a friend). 
What was the size of those little biscuits we had at the confec- 
tioner’s, John, about as large as half a crown? 

John (preoccupied). Bigger than that, dear. I should say about 
as large as three and sixpence. » « 

» 


To endless troubles here below 
The creature man is born ; 
And SLOPER says they make a start 
With his initial corn, 
s* 

“You have been my tailor for twenty years. Do you honestly 
and truly think that I've grown much fatter?” ‘Well, sir, don't 
let’seall it fat. Let's be milderand politer,and say that you’re more 
in training for taking out the creases iu a bathing costume than 
you used to be.” es 

s 


She. Oh, Charlie, dear, do tell me what horses are going to win 
do-morrow. I want to win some gloves so badly. 

He, Why don't you ask Bertie? 

She. What's the use? He wouldn't know. He only writes for 
asporting paper, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 429.--The “ Folkestone Bathing " Costume. 


He says he lovesme. Don't believe it 


“Did you ever hear of Captain , 
—Le’s been away quite five minutes, 


Wattle ?"—Dibdin. 


YS 
First Fair One (dressed for fancy fair), Hope you didn't mina waiting, 
Fred. These dresses are frivhtfully troublesome. 


One, two, three 


(MORE ZOOLOGY. 
The Zebrabbit, 


Are you ready ? 


awa 


(Saturday, July 16, 1892, 


Thriftless Son. Yes; 1 wish you could spare me a h 
mother, I'm awfully hard up bony now—had anita hee ee 
W bl lost a couple of “ ponies ” only yesterday at Goodwood Rac Je 
ond and Guileless Mother. My dear boy, how very annoying. 
I do hope it wasn't that pretty pair of piebalds you used to tak 
such a pride in driving? ees tg 
s 


THE finest thing in life was to see old Ally trying to swa 
the pedestal to get at the dragon in front of ths Lae Courts. “The 
boys about couldn't quite see where the ike lay, till they heard hin 
sing out, “ Puss, puss, come down, my dearsh.” He had had a {vy 
extry, and thought the beastly thing was the tortoiseshell to;, 
asleep on the domestic dustbin lid, and wanted to call it down 16 
lunch, as the voice of the cat's-meat man was in the distauce, : 


ry 


. 
‘Tis said that man “ proposes,” 
Sut some spinsters, whom we know, 
Are really very much disposed to doubt it, 
And told us only lately 
That they couldn't understand 
What made him such a dreadful time about it. 


* 
“T atways do look down on that there bathing in thesea,” “0), 
really, you're too much prejudiced. There's aorlar wrong in it. 
And to see the splashing about of the dear girls!" “ Lor’. you are 
ajay! I only said I looked down on it—I didn’t say I didn't lik» 
it." “But how look down on it?" “’Cos 1’m the man as trims 
the lamps in the harbour lighthouse,” 


* 
Snobkin, What a pity you are not areal lady! If you were, bai 
Jove! I'd marry you, reahlly ! 
The Pretty Little Bookfolder, Thanks, But, in that case, | 
should want to marry a real gentleman. : 
* 


* 

“Stray with me, my darling, stay,” sang the young man with 
the sixpenny tenor in his throat. And, lo! she stayed him. so 
there was a pair of stays—at least, a score or so of strips of whale. 
bone were pressed so arduously toa manly bosom, that there w:s 
a row of marks left on that white waistcoat that might have been 
taken fora photo of the railings round St. Paul's. 


* 
Jones. I planted some peas on Saturday, and they were all up on 
Monday. 
Brown, The new electric wheeze? 
Jones. No, my neighbour's pigeons, 


fe 

A Fain OARSWOMAN wants to know if we can recommenda 
nice serviceable costume for an up river picnic. Our fair corre- 
spondent has done wisely to seek our advice, and she shall have 
the undeniable benefit of it gratis. A most extensive experience of 
water parties has taught us that the most serviceable costume for 
such occasions is a long waterproof and the biggest umbrella pro- 
curable. ** 


HE was not altogether a true philosopher who thought that the 
world was made round go that if by any chance you had been toa 
“smoker,” and sat down backwards, sudden like, the fall wouldn't 
be as great as if the earth was ona ead level. 


CHANGE for a Sovereign :—Compelling the President of 
«nba State to send in his resignation, and electing a monarch 
in his stead. *.* 


HERE you are, all ye who pride yourselves upon skill in the 
solution of conundrums! Here’s another for you. What would be 
the most suitable ahs eee for the common or farmyard hen ?— 
Give it up everybody? Bookmaking, of course, because they're 
always ready to lay on the field, . 


You'p fancy an infant of all that has life 
Was really the chilliest thing ; 
To judge from the fact that it’s always addressed 


As, “ You pretty, you nice ickle (icicle) ting ! 
* 


THE man was certainly “ behind time’ when he let his missus 
nail him kissing the new parlour maid at the back of the grind: 
father’s clock in the hall, ee 

s 


Younq Sharpshins, 1 say, dad, how is it elderly people generally 
cry ata wedding? 
Old Sharpshins, They’ve usually been married themselves, my 
dear, aud know what it means. . 
* 


* 

“WE'VE known each other for such a long time,” said the too 
bashful lover, “that—er—don't you think our present form ! 
address—er—seems almost too—er—formal? Isu’t it about tine 
we ceased to Mr.and Miss each other? Suppose you call me Jolin.” 
“Certainly ; and I haven't the least objection to your Mary-ing 
me,” cooed the damsel. And such was the emphasis she laid on 
the word that John plucked up his courage and went down there 
and then upon his knees and got it all over like a man, 


“HAVE you ‘Great Expectations’? asked the fluffy haired 
damsel as she entered the circulating library and cast ier iarze. 
lustrous blue eyes upon the new assistant, And he, his mental 
equilibrium upset for the moment by her loveliness, stammer d 
out, * Well—er—no, miss, I can't say exactly that; but | belivve 
I'm heir to my old aunt, who's got something just undera hundiea 
pounds in the Post Office Savings Bauk.” 

-* 
Ld 
Extract from Weather Forecast. Day before the flood. 

Wino, Easterly and Westerly. Warmer. © Fine generally. Dry, 

with local showers. os 
* 


THE Yarn-Spinner was recalling reminiscences of his schoolbov 
days. “Well do I remember,” he said, “the night the sixth form 
fellows lowered me from the dizzy height of the fourth tloor dur- 
mitory by a piece of packing-twine, and I scaled the broken 
bottle-tipped wall of Farmer Skinnins’ orchard, only to find that 
he'd gathered every blessed apple that same afternoon.” “Ah, 3 
veritable, yruitless search, eh?” chipped in the Inveterate Punter. 
and once again he only escaped life-long injury by the promptituce 
and dexterity with which he ducked. 


You are, doubtless, quite ramillar with that nuisance of a child 
Who's positively mad about the play, 
Who worries you to take him to a pantomime or farce, 
ut a Nemesis awaits him, so they say. 


For the lad becomes a critic—yen, the lad who, with delight, 
The palaces of Thespis once would seek, % 
And suffers endless torture with a couple of “ first nights 
And half a dozen matinees a week, 
*. 


THEY were discussing the subject of nervousness, and _after 
nearly everybody had given their impressions, the quiet man 1) the 
corner suddenly asked, Do you know what gave me the greit! 
fright 1 ever had in my life?" “ Burglars,” said someone. 
ghost,” ventured another. “ Wife's milliner's bill,” guessed a thit 
“No, you're all wrong,” triumphantly remarked the quiet one. 
was when a friend of mine, who goes in for amateur photograph’ 
showed mea portrait he'd taken of me and told me he thought! 
a good likeness.” se 

* 


It 


mee 


First Hotel Visitor, Pardon me, sir, for what may seem aie . 


what of a liberty, but, really, if you take mg advice, you Wl!” 
allow your friend to play cards with that man who has just 1" 
posed écarté. ‘ 
Second Hotel Visitor, Thanks; much obliged for the warn! 
but I fancy my friend can take care of himself. He's a sharp 
First Hotel Visitor. He may be, sir; but the other's a sharje" 


vg: 


fio 


Saturday, July 16, 1892.) 
a TOOTSIE AT ST. LEONARDS. 


-_—_- 

Wr have given up Hastings and gone next door. We are now 

aut Eola i ad been told so I should not have known it. It is 

Dee quite possible that the 
common or nosebag 
excursionist might 
mess about St. 
Leonards all day, under 
the impression that he 
was at Hastings and 
vice versd, To guard 
against this the autho- 
rities in these parts 
have caused an arch- 
way to be erected, so 
when you are on one 
side you are in one 
place, and when on the 
other side you are in 
the other place, and 
all you have got to do 
is to ask a passer-by 
which is which, 

In a house near the 
arch (which, by the 
way, my guide book 
describes as “of little 
historic or architec- 
tural importance,”) is 
Campbell's honse, 
Campbell, the poet, 
you Know, who wrote 
an address to the sea, 
This seems to me rather 
hard on the sea if she 
had to listen toit. The 
Hon. Billy also com- 
meneed an ode to the ocean. We were at the time on the steam 
boat. The ode was a short one; it began thus: 


“O ocean! 


Crab catching. 


aud ended— 
Blow this motion.” 


Then the steward was busy. Poets are not as much thought of 
nowadays as they were in Campbell's time. | The refuges for 
ilestitute poets are now the comic papers, but there is no existing 
record of anybody ever having read the poems when in type 
evcept the poets themselves, and the wretched printers, 

Iu the gardens near the “ Victoria Hotel” is a stone which some 
people state positively was placed over Harold's grave, while others 
attirm that it was oue on which William the Conqueror made his 
tirst breakfast. 

If English history be taught overtime in the Board Schools, after 
the more serious studies of banjo, bones and hornpipe, possibly 
some rising scholar may remember that when William 1, broughe 
his “Tag 
from Maine 
and Anjou, 
Rag from 
Poitou, and 
Hobtail from 
Flanders, 
with the Riff 
of the Rhine 
and the Raff 
of the Alps,” 
the tirst 
thing he did 
on landing 
was tu fall 
on his nose; 
but pretend. 
ing he did it 
on purpose 
(which no- 
bo d y be- 
lieved), he 
then marche 
ed his troops 
into Hast- 
ings, and, 
having stolen some butter and a few other things, had breakfast. 

Whatever you don’t do while in the neighbourhood of Hastings 

and St. Leonards, mind you pay a visit to the ancient village of 
Mastield. It was there, says the historian, that the famous St. 
Dunstan seized the devil by the nose with a pair of red hot tongs 
and tweaked the same exceedingly. Anyhow, there is a smithy at 
Maytield ; and if St. Dunstan did not keep it that is not my fault’ 
It 1s reported that the Bad Old Man, after his little dust up with 
the Saint, took a big jump from the village in question tothe Wells 
of Tunbridge, and that “there he plunged into the water to cool 
his nose, and thus imparted to the springs that flavour of iron 
Which the visitor may taste to the present day.” 
p he trade of blacksmith must have been a lucrative one seem- 
inely in those days, for St. Dunstan managed somehow to found at 
Mayfield an archiepiscopal lace of which some ruins remain. 
Among the “relics” on view 1s a pair of tongs—the identical ones 
tise for the nasal organ of his Satanic Majesty. A rusty anvil is 
also kept in stoek—the very one St. Dunstan was working at. The 
‘Pheirtuce of these simple evidences of a Big Truth is very im- 
Pressing The Dook shed a tear, 

A+ Bob has put us in lodgings, and is keeping us very short, 
Lardi and I 
and the Dook 
Snook have 
been crab 
catching. 
There is not 
much feod in 
the size we 
get, but they 
fre, to a cer- 
tain extent, 
tasty. 

Billy has 
been patroniz- 
ing the gym- 
nasium, with a 
view to keep- 
ing down his 
weight, but we 
are inclined to 
think that if 
Bob_ keeps us 
much shorter 
the — exercixe 
will not be 
needed. 

Meanwhile, 


The gymnasium. 


Lord Bob is | 
developing a | 
rather objec- 


a tionable habit | 
Bob's latest freak, of secret ime | 
bibing, The 


and Billy have watched him into innumerable public houses, 


ollowed under the pretence of seeing what o'clock it was ; but 


venored them. « ia , ? : 
7 its Just been brought home very bad—with emply pockets! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“LOVE GROWS OLD.” 

LOVE crows old, the gossips say, 
Thiuk you he will rest? 

Never, while there beats a heart 
Inu maiden’s breast ; 

Ne‘er will he his darts lay by, 
Leave her bow unstrung, 

Els this little lay to love 
Never yet were sung, 

Love grows old, the gossips say, 
Think you he will die? = 

Never while the tlow'rets bloom, 
And the woodbirds fly ; 

Ne‘er while true hearts loug to meet 
Tender hands entwine, 

Ne‘er while all the world is bless'd 
With the sweet sunshine, 


And, if love is growing old, 
Still he'll be our guest, 

Safe within each happy heart, 
Finding aye sweet rest ; 

And, if e’er love roam'd afar, 
On some distant track, 

Ev'ry mourning maid would ery, 
“ Love, dear love, come back.” 


——_ > - 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by himself, with passing vbservations and Juotnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XV, 

I AM CRUELLY TREATED, 

I HAVE been cruelly treated in my time, 

(The old beggar has been treated a good deal too much—you'll 
never catch him weighiog in with his own bought threepenn'orths 
if he can help it. If he had been cruelly treated while he had been 
doing time, it would have only been too good for him.—MAc.) 

I have loved several times in my life. When I loved Araminta 
Jones, though, I did think that the world was going to be made 
smooth to me, 

I could have sworn that she loved me. 

(Sworn, indeed! The language that Pa has been using lately, 
because dear Bob sternly refused to come up to town and take him 
down to Henley, has been something dreadful. Ma says that, if 
ever he does so again, she Il leave him for good, and take the twins 
with her to some foreign clime, where even the name of “Un- 
sweetened ” has never been heard of. It's too dreadful !—Toorsie.) 

I took that girl to Hampstead and stood her equestrian exercise 
on the choicest Jerusalem quadrupeds, Tea inthe Vale of Health ; 
glasses of cloves. 1 hardly like to say it, but I was recklessly 
generous with her, 

Itook her to Greenwich. Even the tears come now to my old 
eyes as | think of one lovely sunset evening when she rolled down 
the hill, and crowds of Greenwich pensioners stood by on their 
wooden legs envying the performance immensely. When [ touk 
her to the “ Eagle" tea gardens, and we sat in the moonlight, I 
gazed into the calm depths of those lovely blue eyes and thought 
1 knew what love was, 

(Know what love is, indeed! The way that that Old SLoPER 
goes on when he fetches Tootsie from the “ Friv.’” is sometimes too 
awful. If winking could be taken on as a profession, the Old Man 
would make a small fortune.—Bos.) 

Yet that girl proved false to me. She made excuses as to keep- 
ing appointments, 

One evening—I shall never forget it—I came suddenly upon her 
in the Park. The arm of a monster in the form of a man was 
around her waist. 

“ Perfidious girl,” I cried, “ what does this mean?” 

She did not answer my question. 

“You're SLOPER, I suppose,” said the man. “What it means is 
this, that when you make up to a girl solely for the purpose of get- 
ting her mother to raise money on her kitchen furniture and patent 
mangle, you ain’t a man. You should be chucked, aud you are 
chucked, my young blazing boko.” 

I left them with scorn, This made a deep wound in my breast. 
Still, I picked up a little, and I in the course of a few weeks took 
my drinks as usual,—( Zo be continued next week.) 

i ae 


GOOD-BYE AND GOOD RIDDANCE! 
WHILE still our hate grew wuss and wuss, 
We cussed you with our bitterest cuss, 
As an infernal incubus 
We loathed you, when ubiquitous, 
Ta-ra-ra, boum-de-ay ! 


Yet, when u-be-quit-us (gtthouga 

It seems a paradox, we know), 

We countless blessings at you throw, 

And boundless love on you bestow, 
Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay ! 


And, since you've done your tyrant reign, 

We trust (While our ill humours wane) 

That such repose in death you'll gain 

As from your death ourselves obtain, 
Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay ! 


But still we breathe an earnest prayer 
That, fled from earth, you won't repair 
Yo high Valhalla's mansions fair— 
For we shali by-and-by be there, 
Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ay ! 


We'll o'er your corpse no nights beguile 
With orgies in the Irish style. 
Already, for too long a while, 
We've kept a-wake for you, you vile 
Ta-ra-ra, boom-de-ny ! 
ge 


POETICAL ATTEMPTS. 


‘YHE fact of the matter was that, although he'd been engaged to her 
ever since Ascot, he'd been so precions hard up that he. adn’t been 
able to send her an engaged ring. Oh, yes! she'd noticed it; had 
even gone so far. so he told us, as to throw out hints about the 
“diamond gipsy” one of her old schoolfellows had got, and the 
“sapphires and_brilliants netted by her own sister from the swain 
of her heart, He asked the boys at the club to lend him a hand 
in the concoction of a poetical letter, insinuating that Ais Ethel 
was so adorned by Nature as to need no other ornaments, And 
Bobbie Blight started it with a line from Herrick : 

“Some asked me where the rubies grew, 
And—and—"” 

“And only your devoted knew,” put in Sammy Splurgler. 

“That'll do,” suid he, brightening up. “ Then—Where can I gaze 
on such a rose—as—as a . 

“That on your retroussé nose?” hazarded Freddy Fling. 

“What about her hair?" chippedin Bubbie. “1 s'pose she's got 
some hair?” z 

The impecunious wooer took the hint, but not the insult, and 
cot off: “ Brighter thy hair than breaking of the day—er—er—— 
EKr—er——” 

“A line from ‘Childe Harold’: The last still loveliest, till—'tis 
gone—and gray,” interrupted Freddy, 

* And now her cheek—her bally cheek,” suggested Willie Wiggs. 
“Her cheek with damask rose is ona par, Her—her——”" 

There was an awkward panse: but Splurgler leaped into the 
breach with : * Her nose detects the onion from afar.’ 

The last line was too much even for an overwrought and sym- 
pithetic poet. and, with a heavy heart, the poor love lorn one tore 


’ 


up the attempt and wandered out into the night, 


THE ROSE OF CANAAN. 


Tr was astill life picture. A hare; a bunch of black Hambro* 


ves y another of white fanogonas: abot) of banana lobe 
ster; A a and SOR a, = 
pears, and a. silver sacar Boe ony z 


mounted goblet of 
Venetian glass, halt 
filled with wine of a 
gorgeous deep red. 
A picture sugyesting 
wealth and luxury, 

And the man whe 
had painted it said, 
with a sigh, as he 
threw aside the var- 
hish brush, * Thank 
goodness, that's tiu 
ished!" 

For he was abso- 


lutely hungry, and 
not until he could 


sell this picture to 
Moses Nathan could 
he procure himself 
the heef steak, the 
tankard of beer, and 
the ounce of bird’s- 
eve for which his soul 
and body were long- 


ing, 

Vhen Moses 
Nathan leoked = at 
that picture, he said 
to himself, “Good ! 
U can dispose of that 
in twenty-four hours for fifty pounds, Colouring rich and harmo- 
nious, light and shade exquisite ! Capital dining room picture!" 
and to Dick Hansel, “ My tear poy, if I vas to gif you more than 
five pahus IT should be robbin’ my family, and, as it is, there’s no 
knowin’ whether I shall ever get it back.” 

An hour later Dick had dined, and the world seemed a bright 
place, after all. He was sitting in the twilight in St. James’ Mall, 
watching the battlemented turrets of the quaint old pile, puffing a 
well coloured clay, and thinking of the brave bygone days, when, 
turning his head, he uttered an involuntary exclamation of 
admiring wonder, A girl of some seventeen years had seated her- 
self beside him, Her perfect profile stood out clear against the 
soft light of the summer evening—a glint of sunshine nestling in 
her hair turned one thick wavy tress to molten gold. 

She was evidently a Jewess, and the most perfect type of Semitic 
loveliness Dick had ever beheld—with melting, lustrous eyes, 
dark shaded wells of Jove and light and languour. 

“Oh, to paint her!” sighed Dick, and even as he gazed at her 
he learned 
her — face— 
by heart. 
Their eves 
met—hers 
= read in his 
the admira- 
tion, almost 
adoration, 
that lit 
them. No 
word was 
spoken, but 
a smile 
made her 
mouth 
sweeter yet, 
as Dick, 
with a flush 
of confu- 
sion, ram- 
med into 
his pocket a 
sketch book 
wherein he 
had been 
furtively 
making an 
outline of 


Dick and Moses. 


oes, SS ee sheer face. 
-—- ae a ee At six 
Threw ues_wturs round Dick's neck, o'clock next 


evening she 
was sitting there, and Dick, emboldened by her keeping the mute 
tryst, went on with his sketch unabashed. Yet another afternoon 
they met, and their acquaintance ripened into a nodding and 
bowing one. Dick determined that at their next meeting he would 
ask her name; but, alas! on the next afternoon he occupied that 
seat alone—and so for the next and the next. 

But he finished her picture. If he might vever more behold her 
in the flesh, there on his easel she smiled, with her dark eyes on 
him, from canvas. In her hands she carried oleander blossoms— 
indeed, he named his picture after the sweet pink flower, “The 
Rose of Canaan.” : 

“Look here, Nathan,” said Dick to the picture dealer, laying the 
picture carefully on his counter, “I shall want more than a tiver 
for this, If 1 weren't hard up, hanged if I'd sell it for a ; otboiler, 
I'd send it to Burlington House.” . ? 

He unwrapped the baize. Moses Nathan invoked all his fore- 
fathers back to 
Israel. “That ish my 
daughter's, When 
did she sit to you? 
Now J know why 
she wanted to go out 
at five o'clock every 
afternoon.” But 
when Dick told him 
how he bad snatched 
his sittings, the old 
man was a trifle mol- 
lified: and when 
Miss Rachel Nathan 
tripped into the 
shop, and, gazing on 
the picture, with a 
little scream of de- 
light, threw herarms 
round Dick's neck 
and implored 
her father to buy 
it, he was completely 
soothed, 

The picture was 
sent tothe Academy, 
afterall,and Nathan 
might have sold it 
for ten times what 
he gave Dick for it, 
but he kept it in his 
home to Spend he 
of his daughter, who : ; 
a year toler left that home to become the wife of Dick Ht 
She has often sat to him sinee, but never with sueh xe 
results, There is now a speaking likeness of the Kose ol 
Canaan, and that is little Rachel, daughter of Richard Hansel, 
Esy., ARAL 


Often sat to him, 


SLOPER (Saturday, July 16, 1899 
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“Oh, yes! I like the seaside, dear, Tie 
only drawback is that my husband j:.i5 


VERY MUCH ABROAD. upon occasionally visiting me. Tha: 


“ Now, dear, can you suggest anything that 35 

? RINE DELIGHTS. ‘oe ij i 5 goodness, he’s never here more than ty. 

would improve my looks?" “ Yes, love, I think, if MA “Look ‘ere, Sir Pompous, liese lnsuitlog foreigners have labelled me Haye GG tines’ Kerract 70 vant “ 
“ Now, then, in we go,” A ruin! Young Lady. 


you put ona nice thick veil.” 


ISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—LORD DUFFERIN. Ss 


©.* Afiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photoyraphs from those O 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 4 


TOOTSIE'S FRIBNDS. 


Tall 
fer T hav 


“My Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports,and Ambassador at the Court of our lively waved in the summer breeze. A.SLOPER gazed upon it with becoming pride, but 
neighbours, I salute thee!" and A, SLOPER raised on high his staff of office of Deputy when his eyes again sought ferra firma le found he was alone. “ Foiled!" he»! 
Lord Pursuivant Key-Keeper of the aforesaid ports,as he and Lord Dufferin stood served ; “but he shali nut escape me thus!" and started in pursuit,— (3). “Stan: 
together on the keep at Dover Castle. “ You are doubtless aware, my lord,” went on cried a sentinel. “Never!” cried A. SLOPER, now roused. “As you please 

A. SLOPER, “that Lam a descendent of the sllustrious monarch who named the five marked the sentinel, and, applying the butt end of his musket to the Eminent's 


ports of which you are the illustrious warden—I need not say I allude to William he brought him to the earth. ‘The Wreck, now a prisoner in Dover Castle, hiad but 
No. 243.—Miss Peacy Ponn, the Coyqueror, (My lord, were we at the tap of ine hotel that bears your distinguished obs tought hee ~ escape.— (4). A coil of clothes line, careless left by the 
“My . ” title, | would ask you what you would take to drink, and would toast the ever gallant washerwoman of the regiment quartered there, furnished him with 
My heart pulantes for thee ullone. —The Dook Snovk. upholder of the flag of Great Britain aud Ireland.” Here the Eminent essaved to “ Alec, are you there?” he cried, vhen he came to the end thereof. “ Y 
“Tfouw radiant is the maiden’s glorious beauty !" slap the back of the brilliant statesman, (1). * One moment,” said Lord Dufferin ; came up the voice of Alexandry from far beneath. “Then, below, my child - eng 
i —Lord Bod, “am I mistaken in assuming that you are A. SLOPER, the Champion Interviewer ?” (5). And A. SLOPER dropped safely into the electric pinnace of the good shit 
“Sweetheart, command ; I'd die for thee right gladly.” “The same, my lord.” "Twas then Lord Dufferin’s skill as a diplomatist came into Street. “Where to, feyther?” “Point her nose to Cally, Alec. He thought t 
~—The Lion, Billy. play. —(2). He pointed upwards to where the Union Jack of Old England proudly | cumvent me; but, ha, ha! we will wait for him in Parry, Turn on the fluid, Al 
pe see wigs as 


McNAB’S SANCTIT 


: fi ty ha | ye . 


> 


Y BROKEN. 


er - 
A a TE LITO ce A 


and 


(2). “See if Tcarn’t break this ‘ere jee sat Housebreaker Bill of Port (2). When a great dust arose inside the dear old cot, (3), “Tork abart Skortch horspitality. just ealled fora drop o° cold watet 
Glasky (late of Whitechapel), blow wwe if he ain't nicked every bloomiu’ stiver.” 
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Saturday, July 16, 1892.] ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


His Foob-upor-hisitpenss 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


MTullo! Tere, my free and independent voters, in spite of the excitement of the elections, you | —Zhe Army Athletes, as we know, Have held a most successful shew :—Cinservatives and Liberals 
see | have managed to serve up as tasty a dish of dainties as usual, Fall to, then, all of you, without | beth To pamper Jack are nothing loath :—To Cardiff goes our Welsh Lord Mayor, And gets a 
delay, Wet polling news the papers team, And er'rywhere they sell like steam :—The Cholera, the | good reception there, That's all; thanks muchly for your attention; | take it as a great compli- 
croakers san, Brom Asia's shores ison the way :—A gallant fight it was, meseems, Betwict the light | ment considering the present perturbed state of the country. But Twill detain you no longer. 
aul dark blue teams :—Say who will win the Jamous prize For which cach skiljul marksman tries: | Support whom you please, but never forget your true friend—— THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AT THE FLOWERIES. 


_Seond Ditto, Do, old man? Wey, eut out the seat and frame 
it. Ic ll make the finest exhibition work you've done this year. 


nid, Alec.” | \ ae ] “Ne Mt KM HOLIDAY MEM. 
oar, - Pompkins says there is nothing like a trained chamois to go up 
ve and down the Alps on. 


he Mya a Sete pein great mnan's wife; Sy er eee REST FOR THE WEARY. 
“ttn, you have promised to be my wife, and I am “Tet’s have another American drink, Flora?” \ Be pan eee Ave Aifectiveulite 
le man. y , » eel pracions, dear, we've hind e1ghd!™ ALLY rests his weary brain and cools his tired feet at 


‘ ticut T should like to be a clever man's wife. “Well, if we don't, we shall have to give up our seats, and tiere’s not another in the place to ve nad.” : Taniyate. 


Rc ee 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


———— 


ONCE again the great prize shooting meeting at Bisley is com- 
manding the closest atteution in army and volunteer circles, Jere 
it is that our most valuable 
prizes are contested, aud that 
coveted and most important 
trophy, the Queen's Prize, shot 
for by the pick of our marks- 
men. Curiously enough it is 
not always the finest marksman 
who comes off the victor—the 
best shot, in the strict sense 
of the term, more frequently 
making the highest score, For 
good marksmanshipis only one 
element in the composition of 
a crack shot, who needs infinite 
nerve, coolness and stamina to 
carry him through the various 
tedious and trying stages of the 
great contest which gains the 
victur not only world wide 
fame, promotion, and a nice 
round sum, but what is far more 
important than all,“ The Sloper 
Award of Merit.” 
* 


* 

WHILE in town the other day, 

A, SLOPER accepted an invita: 

tion to journey with a party of 

merry beanfeasters to Leaves- 

den Green, near Watford, The 

places of call were numerous, 

of course, but the “Hare Inn” 

kept by H. Farmborough, 

suited ALLY'S requirements as 

wellasany of them, Thedinner 

was Al. Mr. Fabrr, too, of “The Three Crowns,” Bushey Heath, 
lotionized the Emineut upto the Old Man's expectations, It was, 
iudeed,a happy day—hic! se 

. 


THE SHOE LANE ELECTION. 


A. SLOPER (Radical-Couservative, Liberal-Unionist-Home-Ruler .., 
Opposiug Candidate ,., ade Ses eee exe a eee a 


1798 
voul 


Majority... 00. ae 1797 


The new member briefly returned thanks, “It was most gratify- 
ing,” he said, “to reflect that the contest had been fairly fought.” 
(Cheers), “Personally he had been prepared to spare no expense, 
but he learnt from his energetic ageut, Mr. MeGooseley, that a 
“threepenn'orth ‘a head had done the trick.” (Renewed cheers.) 
“An electorate like that was ove he was proud to represent: it 
showed an independency, a loftiness of purpose, a keen sense of the 
responsibility of citizenship, which was indeed rare in these days 
of corruption, It was with pain he noticed that one hardened 
individual had voted against him.” (Cries of “ Name! name!"), 
He was informed that this disgrace to the constituency had stood 
out for a ‘sixpenn‘orth' and 3d, smoke” (cries of “ Shame!" and 
sensation). “No, he would not mention the recreant voters 
name.” (Groans). “He would leave him to bear the punishment 
of a guilty and remorseful couscience.” The proceedings then 
terminated. oe 

s 


A LADY'S paper is responsible for the statement that we are upon 
the eve of a gigantic revolutiou—nay, fear not, zood reader, a revo- 
lution only in the matter of femi- 
nine attire. To many persons this 
may not seem a great matter, but 
to husbands who know the cost 
of keeping a pretty and doubt- 
less somewhat extravagant spouse 
dressed right up to date, the in- 
telligence will be hailed with 
mingled feelings of hope and 
fear—hope that perhaps the new 
fashions will be less expensive 
than the present, fea ‘est they 
should be more. Our contem- 
porary’s contributor does not 
commit herself by stating what 
direction the coming reforms will % 
take, but we sincerely hope that ° 
it will uphold the eause of ele- 
gance, aud oust that of ugliness 
and shapelessness from the field 
which it has for ‘too long occupied. 


THE F.O.M. has this day been 
pleased to confer the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon TEMPLE 
ORME, because he once tried tu 
teach Ally Chemistry. “Feyther,” 
gurgled the Blue Eyed and Bud- 
ding Faraday, “I note you use 
the word tried; am J, then, to 
conclude that Temple failed in his \ Veen \ ( 
hendeavours to make you under- ; ‘ “a it 
stand the difference between Hoxygen and Ydrogen? or—" but 
ere Alexandry had finished a pestle and mortar was seen flyiug 
through the air from the direction in which the Mildewed One was 
mixing a patent black draught for the Twins, And all was silence, 


Led 
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It is rather unfortunate that the summer season should have 

been selected in order to introduce such a capitally written piece 

as The 

Noble Art 

tothe play- 

going pub- 

lie, The 

individual 

who can 

thorough- 

ly {appre- 

ciate a 

piece, be it 

ever 80 

funny,with 

the ther- 

mometer 

at nearly 

100° in the 

shade, has 

yet to be 

found, and 

we con- 

sequently 

find Terry's 

theatre, to- 

gether 

with most 

of our 

oe oa 

ion thea- 

trea, attended by meagre audiences. That at some future period 

The Noble Art will prove the brilliant success it deserves to be, we 

feel certain, and playgoers should make a note of it as a piece well 

worth witnessing when the weather permits, Arthur Williams, 

Reeves Smith and Blanche Horlock do well in their respective parts, 
bur at present their efforts are almost entirely thrown away, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


On Saturday, July 2nd, owing mainly to n little difference of 
opinion with Mrs, S, uot wholly unconnected with the Ewinent's 
partiality for a 
pretty little Rame- 
gate belle, the Mil- 
dewed Grog Blos- 
sum pack: up a 
few trifling neces- 
saries, and caught 
an afternoon train 
to town which was 
sufficiently punctual 
to allow of his ap- 

arance at the 
’riory Institute, 
South Lambeth, 
where the 
I. 0. A. 8 A. U. 
Friendly Society 
held a grand recep- 
tion, followed by an 
excellent — concert, 
contributed to by 
quite a_ host of 
talent. The Mouldy 
One received over- 
whelming attention 
and sympathy, and 
went to his hotel 
quite convinced 
that he was a much 
injured man, and 
determined to com- 
mence divorce pro- 
ceedings at ouce. 


s 

THE following day, having recovered from his little fit of huffi- 
ness and the effects of the roe night's dissipation, the Ancient 
returned to the bosom of his family, and was received with open 
arma. Before his train started, however, he found time to lend an 
air of distinction to the Ninth Annual Demonstration and Parade 
of the South London Amalgamated Friendly Trade and Benefit 
Societies. How long, how long will this great mind bear the ever 
increasing strain of the penalty of popularity ? 


s 
THE recent balloon accident which occurred at the Crystal Palace 
re-opens the question as to whether such dangerous pastime as 
ballooning should not be stopped by Act of 
Parliament. There is much to say on both 
sides, but there is no gainsaying that for all 
practical purposes, viz., as a means of deriving 
any scientific knowledge or any knowledge 
whatever, ballooning is most assuredly a 
failure. We are not alarmists, by any means, 
but we do think that something should be 
done to protect aéronauts from themselves. 
A familiarity with danger ofttimes leads there 
men to become careless to such a degree that 
often the most necessary precautions are 
neglected, and the result is that imminent «, 
peril will sometimes ensue. How would 
the heavy licensing of balloons 
together with the inspection of 
them by practical Government 
inspectors, at certain stated per- 
iods, meet the case? 
ss 


a 

ALLY’S old pal, the talented 
Walter Howard of Mohawk 
Minstrel fame, is enjoying a 
temporary rest from his exer- 
tions at ‘appy ‘Astings. A “just- 
as - you - are - for - ninepence,” 
which he has forwarded the 
Eminent, portrays the genial 
Walter arrayed in lounge suit, 
a straw hat, and a sweet smile 
of immense proportions, 
gracefully reclining with his 
evident traces of having been freshly tarred. 


back against a boat, which bears 
Wal, my boy! the 
Antiquated lowers a stirrup cup to your health and continued 


prosperity. 


GENERALLY at the top of the Poll: A man's hat. The above has 
been perpetrated by the Shoe Lane barber, and for peace sake 
alone we have iuserted it. Weare now waiting in fear and trem- 
bling the arrival of his bill. Our barber has a great opinion of his 
own wit, and if a “fiver” will satisfy his claim, we shall consider 
ourselves well out of the wood.» » 

s 


es 
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Miss CLARA IVANOVA, who enacts the player queen in the 
Haymarket revival of Hamlet, gave a matinée at the Strand 
recently for the purpose of showing that she was fit for somethin 
better. It is a great idea, this, for the lesser stars of the theatrica 
firmament to occasionally pose as planets at morning performances. 
It really does give them a chance, for we defy even Irving to 
invest a “my-lord-the-carringe-waits” part with any marked im- 
portance. Ln a fairly acceptable, if unequal, adaptation of Augier’s 
L'Arenturiére, Miss Ivanova proved that, although possessed of 
considerable etges and ability, she lacks that experienced ease, 
that repose, that avoidance of old fashioned melo-dramatic con- 
ventivnalities which we look for in the “ leading lady " of to-day, 


s 
WHAT is one’s loss is another's gain. and so it is with the 
music halls. Whilst some of the best pieces in London are now 
being played to half empty houses, 
places like the Alhambra and Em- 
pire are filling nightly. The pro- 
gramme at the former hall is at 
present @ very strong one, as, be- 
sides the ballets, we See a capital 
variety company, including, among 
others, Ganivet, the Funny French- 
man, and the Bros, Kulper. The 
result of their efforts is completely 
successful, gnd an excellent even- 
ing’s amusement can be derived 
from a visit to this well conducted 
house, ror 
& 


IF we remember rightly, the 
Music Hall Sports last year were 
almost apalea by an unceasing 
torrent of rain. This year was nu 
exception to the rule, 

Warm and brilliant sun- 
shine prevailed during 
the morning, ‘tis true, 
but the afternoon—well, 
there! Those present 
on the occasion will not 
soon forget it 

=. 
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A COUNTRY paper 
contains a notice of the 
christening of the infaat 
daughter of a worthy 
couple rejoicing in the name of Pye. Cruel, heartless parents! 
they have called their luckless offspring Maggie, and the inevit- 
able result of their thoughtlesaness will be the acquirement by 
their child of the very undesirable nickname of Magpie. 


(Saturday, July 16, 1999. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, | 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JULY 23KD, 1892. 
—— 


17th July, 1888.—At the weekly meeting of the Ci:y ,,; 
Londou Guardians this day, a return was presented of won, 
in the workhouse, who had been immured therein during ¢),,. |, 
eleven years. Mr. Lyle, calling attention to this return, «aii ;, 
first case was that of an inmate who had been in and out «f ;,., 
workhouse twenty-three years and 148 days, had two childres 4,,,) 
had already cost the ratepayers £382, she being now only twer;,. 
seven years of age. The second was the case of a woman (thir). 
four years of age) who had three children in the schools and \,,, 
had cost £540. The third woman was thirty-seven years 0: 9. 
and had cost the union £750, These three women, with their j.; 
children, had cost the ratepayers over £1,60, = 


18th July, 1820.—Under this date, Vulliamy, the King 

clockmaker, writes that on the 29h of the previous January. ;, 

going to wind up the House of Lords clock—* We found the ¢\4, 
was not down, but had stopped the preceding evening. with; 
any apparent cause, at a quarter before eleven o clock, being near!y 
the hour at which H.M. King George II]. had expired. The ¢ .,;; 
was not out of order, and did not want cleaning. We immediat. |, 
set it going again, and jt continued to go until the Parliament wa, 
dissolved.” 


19th July, 1888.—In the Queen's Bench Division this «ay 
the case of Davies v. Scale came on for hearing—an action 1, 
recover damages for breach of promise of marriage, brought by 31, 
elderly lady against the executors of the gentleman who had nade 
the promise. The promise was made in 188], the gentleman «yi: 
in 1887,—His Lordship: Do you mean to say you can bring xj 
action against an executor for breach of promise l—Mr. Jelf: Yes 
if there is special damage as there was in this case, because t\,. 
plaintiff left her situation.—His Lordship: Can the executor fuji) 
the contract? (Laughter.)—Mr. Jelf said he could not do that, hut 
he was liable, under the circumstances. Acting under his advice, thie 
defendant had settled the matter by paying a certain sum which, 
he thought, should come out of the estate, which was not a sma|! 
ove.—Mr. Lockwood, who represented the plaintiff, said his learn: 
friend and himself had already signed the terms.—His Lordship 
offering no objection, the action was withdrawn, 

20th July, 1850.—Little Carter, the Treasurer of the Hay- 
market Theatre, died this day, aged eighty-one. : 


each aaa SD 

Qist July, 1831.—Robert Bradbury, clown, died this day, aged 
fifty-seven, About 1819 the elder Bradbury was the first represen. 
tative, says Mr. Frost, on the equestrian stage “of Dick Turpin, 
the renowned highwayman whose famous ride to York had not 
then been related by Ainsworth, but was preserved in the sixpenny 
books, with folding coloured plates which constituted the favourite 
reading of boys seventy years ago.’ 


22nd July, 1832.—Raikes, under this date, thus records the 
death of Lady Forester, married to the eldest son of Lord Carling. 
ton :—“ Seized with the cholera this morning, and died at eleven 
this evening. She was at the opera last night in health and spirits 
Even the set at Crockford’s were for a@ moment electrified at the 
sudden catastrophe.” 


23rd July, 1828.—This day, in the Nisi Prius Court at York, 
and just as Mr. Pollock, apparently not in one of the sweetest 
humours in the world, was addressing the learned judge upona 

int of law, in the case of Harland ¢. Smith, he was much annoyed 
by a wasp, and with difficulty succeeded in preventing it from 
taking refuge in his wig, or perchance becoming “a flea in his ear.” 
Having at length brushed away the noxious insect, it immediately 
flew towards the place where Mr. Brougham and Mr. Williams 
were sitting, putting several of the juniors into “ bodily fear” in its 
route, A gentleman, seeing the direction it was taking, exclaimed, 
‘““A wasp is quite at home here.” “Ay,” rejoined a second, 
“these are the insects which feed upon their neighbours’ industry. 
The circumstance caused considerable mirth. 


NOT TO BE FOUND. 
You may come across some wonders in the course of your career, 
From acabman who will ask his legal fare 
To an actor with a very poor opinion of himself, 
ra girl who for flirtation doesn't care. 


You may even find a “ p'leeceman” with a liking for the truth, 
A woman who'll confess she’s getting old : 
But you'll never find a girl who, when she’s asked to sing a song, 
Doesn't first declare-she's got “an awful cold.” 
——— 


THE “WEAKER VESSEL.” 

THERE are moments—calm, peaceful moments of thought and 
reflection—when the married man feels the sweet. blessedness of 
his condition much more than at other times—periods that leave 
him calculating the chances about catching the night boat to the 
Island of Galapagos in the middle of the Pacific, and setting up 3s 
n bachelor again. He wanders along, absorbed in thought, cun- 
juring up in his minda perfect Galapagion Utopia, and often teve's 
ih the sweetness and emancipation of his day-dream, until he 
walks through a shop window or something, and is rudely 
awakened to the hard, cold fact. And it would possibly be hard 
to find a better or more fitting illustration of one of these occasions 
than when the wife of his bosom leads him into the drawing room 
and shows him a painted earthenware flower-pot, burnt in the 
baking, which, spans ordinary circumstances, would be dear at 
sixpence, which she obtained from a peripatetic rag and bone man 
in exchange for about five hundredweight of old newspapers, 
including your file of “SLOPER,” six dozen champagne bottles, a 
wicker rocking-chair and a pair of trousers for which you ow* 
your tailor twenty-seven shillings. We can only justify a 
proclamation to the effect that she was “the weaker vessel” by 
remembering that, in his day, the champagne was kept in ae 
skins, SLOPER'S stories were proclaimed from the housetops ° 
Achalon by criers, and “Sydenhams” not worn. 

pena sal 


REMINISCENCES OF THE REDAN. : 
“AH, my boys,” said the scarred old veteran, who had al 
listening to some gallant young bob-a-day boys who were recoun! 
their perils and adventures in Egypt ten years ago, “ you may apr a 
of yer Wolseleys and yer Robertses, and [ ain't goin’ to say ast ae 
ain't worthy o' the honours that’s been chucked over ‘em by ne 
shovelful, but for soldierin’ and icrrag ee and hardship you ae 
ha’ had a taste of the Crimea with Lord Cardigan. [ remem re 
one dull, dark day we was trudging along all in the slush @ a 
snow, and I and five others was toiling slong dragging a com - 
sariat sledge. I'd not long been in that battalion, and die a 
know my superior officers by sight, and | was getting pede 
tireder, All of a sudden, in the middle of the hauling and pu Loy 
to get the blessed sledge up an incline, | became aware of the sae 
that an old fellow was riding along just behind us on a niule, 
was staring, half amused like, at our exertions. | fs hisoental 
“‘Hullo!” gays I, ‘come and lend us a hand with this b oe ; 
thing. Git off that moke and hitch him to this sledge for ‘ see 
“Well, he didn’t protest, but he slid down off the mo oF 2 
hitched the old Jerusalem to the sledge, and, I tell yer, 1 th Sah 
relief. Well, we trudged on and on for near on four mile, | ae 
siy, but not a word was spoken, the old fellow keepin’ the j te ‘ 
hard at it all the way. I felt half sorry that I'd spoken =o ek k 
to the old covey, and—er—well, L’ll tell yer what, | I bet driv 
round that you can’t guess who the old fellow was. jaa 
“*Done!” cried half a dozen voices, ‘It was Lord Cardig® ae 
“Not at all. It was ‘an old Sheeny that rode with us oe 
chance of scl Ie perpen lozenges to the column, Here, 
give mea tankard o° bitter and 2 fourpenny smoke, : 
If it hadn't been for his medals, they'd have hrained him. 
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FREE AND WJAPAN)-EASY! 


892.] 


id tobe developing many modern London “ Society” 
ud many habits of our girls of the Period !] 


O LISTEN to the news 
Of the change in the views 
Of the girls in “Celestial” places, 
Who, tired of old ways 
In these new fangled days, 


(a 4/ Have lately kicked over the traces, 
ee The worst’s the fair “Jap” 


Who now cares not a rap 
For etiquette’s old fashion way, sirs, 
Speaks of “chappies "—“ Deah boy "— 
In Corelli finds joy 
And bets on the nod every day, sirs ! 


With coats @ la “ sacque,” 
Cut wide at the back, 
She walks in Japan's swell streets, now, sirs, 
After five o'clock tea, 
She goes out on the spree, 
And she'll no doubt soon wear——but not 
now, sirs. 
i 


A WONDERFUL INSTITUTION. 

“GRAND thing, University education!” 
remarked the communicative passenger 
who had been talking ever since the train 
left Cambridge. “Grand, sir! It’s won- 
derful!” responded his fellow passenger. 


Why, when my boy went to college, he couldn't say boo to a 
and before he'd been there three terms, he lost his year's 
nce in betting, ran a h 
men in the place, and cost me £250 to buy off a confec- 
re girl whotrapped him into making her an offer of marriage. 


bill up with more than half the 


It’s perfectly marvellous!” 


eee 


FALSE REFUGE. 


W1TH his strong young arm wound lovingly around the slender 
aist of his fair young wife, with her warm cachou scented breath 
nning his heated brow, with her pretty curly head laid trustingly 
pon his shoulders, and shedding auriferous hairs upon his “ fifty 


tourist,” the rising young solicitor’s clerk 


¢ ined upon the golden strand. beneath the cool shelter of his 


ondered o'er the bliss that was his. Here in 
almost unknown fishing village, rich in the 


nveliest and most glorious examples of Nature's handiwork, he 
as spending the first sweet week of the honeymoon, revelling in 
he fresh pure air, the delightful sense of rest and calm which hung 
ver the sleepy and peaceful little hamlet. The hot, dusty office, 
the little court off busy Holborn, seemed go far away now; the 


petty troubles and annoyances of business 


med to himas but the faint impression left on the brain after 


—some hideous dream engendered bya pork 
in the sweet seclusion of this peaceful spot, 


citement, the mad- 4 


his hands clench, felt a strong quiver shake him from 
| 1, Sitting up, she saw that her husband's eves 
ere fixed with a look of nameless horror upon the figure of a 


ent as in devp thought, was walking slowly 


wards the village, having passed them by unnoticed. So terrible 


fred’s countenance that the fair girl would 


five shrieked aloud had not his warning gesture of silence re- 


moment the stranger had passed out of 
denied no longer, ‘ Heury,” she cried, 


.“do not attempt to deceive me, something terrible has 


feel it, you dread that man! Nay, con- 


“wdiction is futile, [ see it in your manner, but, dearest, as you 


this sudden misfortune: tell me, Heury, 
fearsome secret.” 


Fora moment he hesitated, but one look into her true and fear- 


m. “Hilda,” he said, brokenly, “we must 


Pv this place—this place where we have been 80,80 happy. J, 
ike. imagined we should be undisturhed—should encounter no 
and now here—here, where it is impossible to avoid him, I 
evt a tailor [ve owed £30 for nearly five years, TI eannot. dare 
Let us return, and in the bustle of Yarmouth, Hastings, 


fter all. find that security which this nigh 
afford.” 


—_o——. 


S OF THE “FRIV.” 
55.—DUCKIE LITTLEPET. 


I. 


WBILE circling in gaiety’s round, 
Great—very great—was my wonder 
When, all of a sudden, last evening, 1 
found 
The articles mentioned hereunder :— 
Item, a mass of good gold ; 
Item, good silver in plenty ; 
dJtem, two diamonds of value untold ; 
Item, fair pearls poarenneeeenty ; 
Item, a clear sounding bell; 
Item, two red roses shiny ; 
Item, some scent most delicious to 
smell; 
Ttem, two shells sweet and tiny ; 
Item, two lilies divine ; 
Item, ten delicate tapers ; 
Ae, two peaches most luscious and 
le; 
Item, some excellent capers, 


ae Il. 


Those things I won't give up, by 
Jove! 
But for myself each several prize 
I'll keep, for in my treasuretrove 
I'm sure you'll quickly recognize 
The hair, the voice, the eyes so bright, 
The best, laugh, lips, breath, ears and 
8 


hands, 
The fingers, lips and dances light 


he fairest girl in all the lands. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


os 


11 LupGatr HI, Lonpoy, E.C., June 21th, 1892. 
DEAR SLOPER,—Many thanks for “Award of Merit” safely 
received this morning. It 18 @ most satisfactory proof of the 
increasing popularity of the sport of trotting, which is doing so 
much to improve the breed of fast road horses in this country. 
Yours faithfully, F. CATHCART, 


MELBOURNE, VICTORIA, May 17th, 1892. 
DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—No doubt you have long been cognisant 
of the fact that in this distant portion of the British Empire you 
have a vast number of admirers, who regularly undergo the 
process of “button bursting” while perusing the weekly issue of 
the ‘ HALF-HOLIDAY,” and to whom your “ Counterfeit Present- 
ment” which adorns its pages has become as familiar as—well, 
we'll say the Queen's portrait stamped on the coin of the realm, 
and is to the average Australian quite as welcome. You may 
imagine, then, how our curiosity has been aroused by the capture 
of a denisen of the “vasty deep" which, by some strange freak, 
bears an exact resemblance to those well known lineaments, even 
to the “boko.” We have often heard envious detractors style you 
as a “queer old fish,” but never expected to see your irhage in the 
waters of the southern ocetn. The surmises to account for the 
phenomenon are many and various, some evil minded persons 
foing so far as to assert that it is the result of an amour carried on 

y the Ancient Relic amongst the mermaids during some of his 
seaside peregrinations, However, if you think it worth your 
while to throw any light upon the subject, we will anxiously await 
your version. And remain, dear SLOPER, 

Cc. E. 8. POWERS, 


Your constant reader, 
SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 122.—HE INTENDS SACRIFICING A GOAT, BUT ONLY 
SUCCEEDS IN SACRIFICING FOUR-FIFTHS OF A l’oNY. 


Into Lempriere’s Classical Dictionaree 

The Fossil has lately been dipping, and he 

Has got hold of a jolly g wrinkle or three 

As to how from the saints and divinities we 

May obtain in the easiest manner those blessings for which weapply. 
So, a day or two back, in his in'ards he spake : 

“For my own and the British democracy's sake, 

To St. Swithin I'll humbly a sacrifice make 

Of so goodly a goat, that great pains he will take 

To trot out some magnificent weather on Friday, Fifteenth of July.” 


So the Wreck there and then an advertisement wrote, 

Setting forth that there waited a twenty pound note 

For the man who'd deliver the biggest old goat 

(Whether Billy or Nanny he cared not a groat) 

At Court Mildew. “ But stay!" muttered SLOPER, “I'll have it 
delivered elsewhere ; 

Or some hoodlum, who chances my ‘ Wanted’ to spy, 

Will be playing a practical joke upon I, 

So I'll make it appear, by a little white lie 

That the goat is required to be sacrificed b 

My good friend, Captain Silas McArthur, Six 

Surrey Square.” 


Then he gave twenty pounds to McArthur, and prayed 

That the sum for the biggest old goat should be paid, 

So that Swithin, o'erjoyed with the sacrifice made, 

Might with forty days’ sunshine these islands pervade: 

And “LE gladly oblige you," said Silas, “by choosing a suitable 
oat.” 


goat. 

But little—ah, little !—the Eminent knew 

How that evening the King of the Cashcoppiog Crew 

From his coat a matutinal newspaper drew, 

And exclaimed to his gang, “ I've a project in view : 

We, to-morrow, without any trouble, can collar a twenty pound 

note.” 

And there came fn a cart to McArthur’s, next day, 

Twenty roughs, and the Captain was filled with dismay 

To observe that they d made ALLY SLOPER their prey. 

Like a log in the cart the poor Eminent Iny, i 

Tightly gagged with a massive potato, and bound with strong 
ropes, foot and hand. 

And the roughs to the Captain, with wild blazing eyes, 

Said, “ We've caught you the creature for which you applies, 

And, unless you trots out twenty pun’ for the prize, 

We shall thump your old bones till you jolly near dies, 

For you a er as we've brought you the biggest old goat in 

the land!’ 


undred and Six 


eos 


A POWERFUL ARGUMENT. 

HE was a young and inexperienced emigrant, who had come out 
to the plains ander the fond delusion that a fortune was simply 
waiting for the picking up, and one day he got into a somewhat 
heated discussion with the owner of a “station,” who accused him 
of trespassing. Our youthful hero was just beginning to feel that 
he was getting the best of it when the six-year-old sonof the settler 
came running ont of the house, carrying a Winchester repeating 
rifle, and erying, “ Father, father, mother sez she's had quite enough 
of the noise, and she sent yer down yer gun and wants it stopped.” 
Then it was that the “tenderfont " shut up abruptly, cleared Aseven 
foot hedge, and never stopped running uutil he'd knocked the five 
mile record into a cocked hat. 

———E— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 3.—THE MINSTREL Boy, 
THE Minstrel Boy out of town is gone, 
By the sad sea waves you'll find him; 
He has left—for the seaside season's ou— 
All the music halls behind him, 
And thrice the income of town employ 
1s made on the beach by the Minstrel Boy. 


At the Minstrel Boy, when anear our home 
With his music in town we find him, 

We curse, we rave—yea, we fume and foam, 
Or with douches of water blind him ; 

But at Brighton or Margate, without annoy, 

We bestow our bobs on the Minstrel Boy. 


The Minstrel Boy in the good old lay 
Had a glorious doom assigned him— 
“The minstrel fell!" But to-day, to-day, 
His foes have so much maligned him 
As to say—but their statement I'll soon destroy— 
That too artful to fall is the Minstrel Boy. 


Why, the Minstret fal/s to pick up the brass 
That falls before and behind him ; 
And he falls to drinking each night, alas ! 
For snug in some pub, you'll find him; 
And, when homeward he staggers with genial joy, 
Very often dead drunk fal/s the Minstrel Boy. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Wnrat Arabia said to itself when ‘twas first called Araby the 
Blest: “ Well, I'm blest !” : : 

Wuart part of the Church of England Service reminds you of a 
celebrated novelist ?—The Lyttony part of it. : 

SEEING that a mad dog doesn’t care a cuss for anything or any- 
body, how can there be euch a thing as a “ mad dog 's-care"? 

“WaHAtT's all this talk about Ladies’ Suffrage?" quoth Mr. Old- 
beau, . I’ve found, to my sorrow, that ladies won't suff'r-age at 
all, at all!” 

Wry isa completed Ledger like a Railway ?—Because it has. 
good many ivk-lines between one end and the other, 


231 


SLOPBR'S SELECT LIBRAKY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


—~—— 


CHAPTER VI, 


IN one of the meaner public-houses of Cape Town sat Bill 
Marsden, and opposite him) was the stranger in rusty black aed 
plug hat. Marsden could hardly be said to have had his appear 


“I will make it worth your while.* 


ance improved by the chastisement inflicted upon him by Milford. 
His usual beetle browed appearance had disappeared, and his face 
was so swelled and discoloured, that character was entirely oblite- 
rated. The man in rusty black wore an ill-concealed grin as he 
looked at his companion and plied him witha fresh pot of the 
Dutch beer they were drinking. 

“Tt was an ugly blow,” said the man in rusty black, 


“Curses on it, nan! 


more about it.” 


Hold your tongue! 1 don't waut to hear 


“Oh, no, of course not! but I didn't think you would prefer to 
sit down and bear it meekly. It’s Christian, of course, but—" 
“Who said | would bear it meekly?) M'Il make him suffer, if 1 


swing for it.” 


“That's right—quite right ; but why talk of swinging, my dear 
sir?) Wouldn't it be better to go outside and talk a little, where 
we could be quiet, and without risk of being overheard?) We can 
come back to our booze afterwards, if we feel so minded.” 


It was dark. 


I don't want to 


“IT will) make it 
worth your while to 
talk or to listen.” 

“Ha! have youany 
reason to dislike Jack 
Milford?” 

“None in the 
world,” whispered the 
man in rusty black, 
“none in the world; 
but I have great 
reason to like him. 
He will bring me 
money yet,and if you 
like you may share it, 
as well as have a 
signal revenge.” 

“Let's go out.” 

It was dark as the 
two men walked out 
of the beershop, and 
they took their way 
down towards the 
sandy shore, The 
night was warm, 
They struck along 
the beach, conversing 
in eager tones, 

At one point of the 
shore the beach was 


broken and rocky, and, as they approached this part, they paused. 

“But it seems to me,” svid Marsden, as he faced the man in rusty 
black, “that you want me to pull your chestnuts out of the fire. 
1 don't care much for the money you hint at, but I want the 
revenge. At the same time, you seem to be in want of revenge, 
too, but anxious to get it throngh me. You must be plain and 
frank, Do you want him killed?” 


“ Yes,’ 


“Is it revenge?” 


“No; [am paid to accomplish his death.” 


“By whom? 


“ His cousinin England. Hiselder brother, wio's got the estates, 
is ill and not likely to live. He doesn’t know that. If the brother 
dies, and this one is also dead, the estates go to the cousin, who 
pare me for proof of his death. He won't be particularabout proofs, 


shall share with you,” 


“At the same 
time I may 
hang.” 

“Not if you 
are careful.” 

“IT don't care 
about the job.” 

“Oh! well, put 
up with the blow 
you got. It did 
not hit my nose.” 

“The next 
blow will, if you 
don't hold your 
tongue, you 
devil!” said 
Marsden, 

“Hush ! some- 
one is coming,” 
said the man in 
rusty black, as a 
footstep re- 
sounded ona 
stone. 

Then there was 
a sharp rasp, fol- 
lowed by a Dl aid 
of light, which 
illumined the 
face of the per- 
son approaching 
as he held the 
light to a cigar. 


“By heavens, it is he 


“ By heavens, it is he:” 


' muttered Mareden, very excitedly. 


“Milford, by all that is Iucky!) What a chance!” 
“Lido it. How mucin?” 
“A hundred,” was the whispered reply. 


(To be continued next wee™d 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“POS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A SAFE RESORT. 


“ Suppose you were to fill my teeth with gol?" ' 
“Why, you'd faucy you were a pavior’s rammer a:,| 


_ 
‘ 


want to be levelling up the flagstones.” 


No. 264—BcFrKato BILL, F.O.S. 
“Most of us have heard of Buffalo Bill, whilst many have First Swell (seated), Vallo, old man! How did you lixe the storm this morning? Lightning very vivid, 
seen him, so the few incidents concerning his life will, no eh? Were vou nervous? a Scheel iti * 
doubt, prove interesting to all. At his birth, Buffalo Bill Second Swell (standing). 1. no; we were in a ‘bus, and, therefore, perfectly save. 
possessed very little hair, much to the disappointment of his First Swell. How safe ? tel , VOTE FOR SLOPER AND FREE DRIN«s. 
parents, who were in the hair restoring line of business, and Second Swell. Oh, they nearly always have a conductor attached to those vehicles, you know. And even then some people are not satistied, 


who had looked upon their coming offspring as a possible -———_ - = - 
medium by which to advertize their business. Naturally, the . +“ 99 
fond parents made frantic efforts to remedy Nature's oversight N Oo | L L E A L | N . 
by the aid of their own patent lubrications, but “twas all in vain, 
and at last in disgust they sold the babe to the Indians. Did the 
Indians succeed in that which the parents failed in? Well, 
rather! Indians have a good eye to business, and, recognizing 
how necessary hair would be for successful scalping operations, 
for which purpose he was purchased, they proceeded to raise 
a goodly crop by the medium of a hot house sort of arrange- 
ment. At the aye of fifteen, Bill was the possessor of a splendid 
lot of curls, and envy was excited in the heart of every Indian 
of the Sioux race, So much so, in fact, that a council was at 
ence called, at which it was decided to scalp our hero on the 
morrow. But ‘twas not to be, for when the morrow arrived, the 
genial youth was not to be found; he had fled, taking with him 
everything of value that he could lay hands upon, Ever since 
then, Wilham has made things pretty warm for the Indians, 
and at the present time there is no one feared so much by them 
as Buffalo Bill, Chiefly because he knows how to keep his hair 
on, he was created F.O.S., and the *Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him June Ith, 1537."—Debrett /mproved. 


RATHER “CUTTING.” 
Manager (to budding drama’ist), This play of yours isa trifle 
too lengthy. 
Budding Dramatist, How do you suggest that I should 
shorten it? 
Manayer, Cut out the first five acts, 
(Budding dramatist collapses. 


(1). Mick Casey (to agreeatle stranger), “Shure it’s the hoight av blarney this that know. Shure there's a bucket av tar quoite convanient.” Tat Rooney. “ Begor! it’s 
they're talkin’ about the bitther inmity betwane the Catholics and the Orangemen in yoursilf's the bhoy for great ideas entoirely !"——(4). * What, ye Orange thate’ wut 
Oireland.” Par Kuoney, © Begzor'! au’ it is that entoirely, Shure there's divil a bit yedare? By St. Pater, Oi'll knock some Tiverence into your shkull!) Take that!” 
av illfalin’ at all at all."——(2). Mick Casey, “ Listen here, me bhoy! There's a spal- —(5). Mick Casey. “ Be jabers! have Oi nourished a fanian Papist stinal me 
pane belangin’ to the wrong party livin’ in the big house beyond there. It wad bea buzzum? Take that, ye murderin’ moonloighter, and bad luck go wid it! By} 
good thonght to show the cratur that we bear him no grudge, el ?"—(3). “ Faix, I'll be afther killin’ ye!" And for the next half-hour or so they proceed tu deuiun- 


we might ornamint his wall wid a few appropriate mottoes ont av frindship, ye strate the fallacy of the “ bitter enmity” theory. 
, Ee 3 ES 3 ) ee 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. =e MARRIAGES ARE MADE. WHSF*° 


Te ved BLY 
A GOOD OLD BOY. 


Maud, 1 say, Gertie, I bet you Vil reach that old buoy before 


you, 
Gertie. Taken in gloves, my dear, I bet you don't. Come 


alung. 


rates | | 


Ia 


TOO RADICAL-OUS. “Yes, Juck’s a nasty, horrid brute, anid s 
men: I'll marry him all the same, just to 


| 
“Tat Twon't stand a radical care, doctor, I'm a Conservative No 14.—Cora. | “TWO OLD FLAMES.”. | Ethel. I know she'll do anything to et hit 
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